CHINA CYCLE

gazing fascinated into a whirlpool, and with an effort I clutched
at my friends and dragged my eyes away. I was not the only
one to feel thus threatened, and it must not be thought that
foreigners were meeting this assault quite passively. There
was of course the club, on the south bank, and the river to
serve them as a moat, defensive to a house. A standard means
of travel up and down the staircase streets of Chungking is,
incredibly, on horseback, and the Szechwan ponies trip dpwn
the devilish steps without turning a hair, so the foreigners go
riding on Sunday mornings and even organise paper-hunts on
this murderous terrain. But there was beginning to be division
in the ranks, not yet wide, but deep. Richard, my great friend
of the German Consulate in Canton, was here Charge d' Affaires,
and when I had lunch with him he said that Tommy, once the
third party at our endless nocturnal debates, was rather stand-
offish these days. Tommy said that Richard was a good fellow
but " rather the Ambassador now, you know", and they
seldom met any more. The absence of most of the women, the
shortage of Western amenities and the feeling in some of us of
alliance with the Chinese in a common struggle, all weakened
the corporate resistance of the West to the East. I felt that
" unequal treaties " would never have been imposed on China
if Chungking had been the capital, and that nobody could
stand up against her here for long. I could only admire and
wonder at the men who had brought the foreign chattels here
in the beginning ; perhaps the very magnitude of the task
produced a courage to meet it that verged on madness.

I spent a week in Chungking, renewing old friendships and
interviewing transportation companies, finding out to a penny
what it would cost to bring our cigarettes from Kweiyang, and
comparing the virtues of porters, horses and vehicles on the
route. My host was, I believe, a Turk by descent, very much
a European, and a gourmet of distinction, which was not a
very good thing to be in face of the peptic rigours of the war-
time capital. His newly-wedded wife had come to him direct
from Paris, losing on the way the whole of her trousseau, which
was of course irreplaceable. They were a kind and brave
couple, and made the best of things. They told me a little story
which illustrates the logical methods of a Chinese cook.
Recently they had entertained a guest for a week, at the end
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